T he T rttgedie of Hamlet 
Bor. I my lord, no oth erwifc. 

Ham. No, why mightnot imagination worke, as thus of 
Alexander, Alexander fad, Alexander was buried, 
became earth, ofcarth we make clay, and Alexander being 
but clay, why might not time bring to paffe,that he might 
ftoppe the boung hole ofabeercbavrell? * 

Imperious Cafar dead and turnd to day. 

Might ftoppe a hole, to keepe the winde away. 

Enter King and gueene, Leartes,and other lordet, 
yeith a Trie ft after the coffin. 

Ham. What fimerall s this that all the Court laments? 

It fhews to be fomc noble parentage: ' i' . 

Stand by a while. ° 

Lear. What ceremony elfe? fay, what ceremony elfc* 
‘Priejl My Lord, we haue done all that lies in vs. 

And more than well the church can tolerate, 

She hath had a Dirge lung for her maiden foule: 

And but for fauour of the king, and you, 

She had beenc buried in theopen ficldes, 

Where now Ihcis allowed chriftian buriall. 

Lear. So, I tell thee churlifh Pried, a miniftring Angell 
dull my fifter be, when thou lied howling. 

Ham. Thcfairc Ofehadezdl ; 

fgneene S weetes to the fwcete, farewells 
I had thought to adornc thy bridale bed,fairc rnaide. 

And not to follow thee vnto thy grauc. 

Lear. Forbeare the earth a whilesfifter farewells 
L eartes leases into the gratte. 

Now powre your earth on filjmptu hie, 

And make a hill to o re top oldc Mellon: Hamlet leapei 

Whats he that coniurcs fo? in after L eartes 

Ham. Beholde tis I, Hamlet the Dane. 

Lear. Thediuell take thy foule. 

Ham. O thou praieft not well, 

I prethce take thy hand from off nay throate. 

For there is Cometbing in me dangerous, 

° Which 


frmceof. Denmark. 

which let thy wifedomc fcarc, holds off thy hands 
1 lou’de 0 felt a as deere as twenty brothers could: 

Shew me what thou wilt doe for her: 

Wilt fight, wilt fad. wilt pray, 

Wilt drinke vp vertebrate a crocadilc? lie doot: 

Coin’d thou hereto whine? 

And where thou talk’d of burying thee a line, 

Here let vs dand : and let them throw on vs, 

Whole hills of earth, till with the heighth thcrof, 
MakeOofcllasa Wart. . 

King. Forbeare Leartet, now is hee mad, as is the fea, 
Anone as milde and gentle as a Doue: 

Therfore a while giue his wilde humour fcope. 

Ham. What is the reafbn fir that you wrong mee thus* 

I neuer gaue you caule : but dand away, 

A Cat will mcaw, a Dog will haue a day. 

Exit Hamlet and Horatio. 

Queene. Alas, it is his tnadnes makes him thus. 

And not his heart, Leartet. 

King. My lord, t'isfo : but wee’le no longer trifle, 

This very day fhall Hamlet drinke his lad. 

For prcfently we meane to fend to him, 

Therfore Leartet be in ready nes. 

Lear. My lord, till then my foule will not bee quiet. 

King. Come Qertred, wee’l bauc Leartet , and our lonnej 
Made friends and Loucrs, as befittes them both, 

Jiuen as they tender vs, and loue their countrie. 

eUutne God grant they may. exeunt omnet. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio 

Horn, beleeue mee, it greeues mee much Horatio, 

That to Leartet l forgot my felfe : 

For by my felfe me thinkes I fcele his griefc, 

Though there’s a difference in each others wrong. 

Enter a’Bragart gentleman. 

Horatiojaat raarkeyon water-flic, 

The Court knowes hua,but nee knowes not the Court. 
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